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Chapter 14 
We never imagined the 
empire’s power. We were 
helpless against their 
Daemons. 
- Yrrek Sgrall: Corvan Soldier 

Jaygo clenched his fists a couple of times. The pain from the 
poison had mostly passed. He still couldn’t believe how close Ichimaru 
had been to killing him. 

He sat on a bench outside of the interrogation room. He was 
waiting for Laura to let him at Ichimaru. Dark gray walls surrounded him. 
They were so dull compared to the chaos in the palace a few days ago. 

That night seemed like such a blur now. The void. The darkness 
that tried to swallow him. Tyrn saving him. But above all else, that 
haunting laughter that he could hear even now. 

He thought about Lynn. He had to be behind all of it; Jaygo didn’t 
care if the others thought he was crazy. Jaygo was so close to him now. 
He wouldn’t let this chance to catch Lynn pass him by. 

Your hatred cripples you. 

Master. Jaygo knew his master was right. 

For so long, Jaygo had gone on without thinking, without even 
considering whether he had been too emotionally involved. Now he took 
stock of himself for the first time in nearly five years. 

He felt weaker. Ever since that fateful night, Lynn had been the 
only thing Jaygo cared about. Or at least, Lynn had been, until a few days 
ago. 

Tyrn. Jaygo shook his head, his stomach bubbling with turmoil. 
Why is she on my mind so much? 

He felt distracted. She felt like a distraction. Why now? Why when 
he was so close to Lynn? 

You are weak. You have allowed yourself to become weak. 

Kuso! He couldn’t doubt himself now. Not when he could finally 
find a way to take Lynn down. Ichimaru knew where he was. He was sure 
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of it. 

Yet, for some reason, Jaygo couldn’t focus on Ichimaru. 

What am I going to do once I find Lynn? He suppressed the pain 
in his arms. Am I stronger now than last time? Or will it just end up like 
always? Will Lynn kill someone again? Will it be Tyrn? 

He shook his head. He couldn’t let himself think like that. He had 
to beat Lynn. There was no other choice. 

He heard footsteps from down the hall. Jaygo looked up at Tyrn. 
He frowned as he looked at her furrowed eyes that looked straight through 
his soul. 

“What are you doing, Jaygo?” Tyrn asked, “I thought Colonel 
Hughes was going to take care of the interrogation.” 

Jaygo rubbed his forehead, “With some encouragement from 
General Tomath, he decided that I was the best man for the job.” 

“You just got out of the hospital,” Tyrn said, “You should be at 
home, resting.” 

“T need to find Lynn,” Jaygo said, “Besides, I’m fine.” 

“For someone who says they care, you sure have an interesting 
way of showing it,” she said. 

Ouch. That hurt. 

“T can’t stop just because I got poisoned,” Jaygo said, “Not now 
that I’m so close.” 

“You were dead, Jaygo!” Tyrn said, “I watched you die.” 

Jaygo smiled, “Thanks for bringing me back.” 

“Don’t get smart with me,” Tyr said, folding her arms, “I’m not 
in the mood.” 

He thought about that for a moment. Perhaps he could be a little 
more considerate. 

“Sorry,” he said, “I am trying.” 

“You're trying to get your ahsho killed,” Tyrn retorted, “again.” 

She stretched before she sat down next to Jaygo. 

“What are you hoping to get out of him?” Tyrn asked, “Do you 
really think he knows where Lynn is?” 
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“Someone supplied him with FMEs,” Jaygo said. 

Tym looked away from him, shifting her weight forward in the 
process. They sat in silence for a few moments. Jaygo couldn’t get what 
Tyr was trying to do. 

“Do you mind if I ask you a personal question?” Tyrn asked. She 
kept looking forward. 

Jaygo glanced at her, confused by her question. It was unusual for 
her to show restraint. Normally she said whatever she wanted, regardless. 

“Sure.” 

She gazed into his soul, “Why do you chase after Lynn so hard?” 

Jaygo blinked, “You know he killed my parents. He killed my 
brother. He’s killed so many of my friends.” 

Tyrn shook her head, “There’s more to it than that. Because when 
I see you chase after him, nothing else exists for you. It’s just you and 
him. You weren’t like this when I first met you.” 

Chills ran down Jaygo’s spine. He remembered Lynn’s glowing 
yellow eyes during the first battle in the half-melted snow. When Lynn 
had killed the previous Captain of the Leviathan Company. When he 
killed Hiroshi. 

“T hate him so much,” Jaygo said, “Because he reminds me of 
myself.” 

“You think you don’t deserve mercy,” Tyrn said. It wasn’t a 
question. “You think you’re a monster, just like he is.” 

Jaygo’s throat was dry. It was something he hadn’t ever 
internalized before. But it was true. He had killed thousands on his quest 
to kill Lynn, with no regard for them. What made him different from 
Lynn? He had just as ruthlessly killed any who stood in his way. 

“The first time I realized it was when he killed Kanojo,” Jaygo 
said. He clenched his fists together as he hunched over. “I was so angry. 
I didn’t even think as I slaughtered my enemies. I never thought about 
what it was doing to me, what J was doing.” 

Jaygo looked into her eyes, a plea in his heart, “Am I a monster?” 

Tyr looked at him, worried and concerned, “No, you’re human, 
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just like the rest of us.” 

“T would have killed Ichimaru without a second thought,” Jaygo 
said, “I still would. The only reason he’s still alive is that he might know 
where Lynn is.” 

“Aren’t you tired of this?” she asked, “You look so worn out. 
Sometimes I’m amazed you keep going.” 

Jaygo sighed, “The hate keeps me going.” 

She let go of him, “What do you think will happen if you beat him? 

Jaygo blinked. He hadn’t ever thought of it before. He had been 
chasing Lynn for so long now. 

“Because it looks like you have a death wish to me,” Tyrn said. 

Jaygo gulped. The words of his master resurfaced. 

Then you will die. 

“You live to kill Lynn,” she said, “I’m scared that if you do beat 
him, then you’ll die too.” 

Jaygo couldn’t respond. It felt like his tongue had gone numb. 

“T won’t let that happen,” she said, “I care too much about you.” 

Jaygo scoffed, “Care. I wish that I could get rid of that emotion. 
Lynn weaponizes it against me.” 

Tyrn shook her head, “No. Your friends, Tigo, Hiroshi, Raitou, 
Kanojo, your parents, your brother, they didn’t make you weak.” 

Jaygo’s heart clenched, “I want to throw what I feel away so badly. 
But I can’t.” 

Tyrn grabbed Jaygo’s hand, “You can’t throw away your love just 
to chase after Lynn. It’s one of the few things left keeping you human.” 

Jaygo wanted to believe her. He wanted to believe that his friends 
gave him strength. But he knew differently. Lynn had beat it into him time 
after time. Again and again. 

Tyrn looked back at the interrogation room, “I know you have to 
do what you must.” 

She stood up, still holding Jaygo’s hand, “Just don’t forget that 
there’s more to the world than just Lynn.” 

She let go and started walking away. Jaygo’s arms started 
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trembling. His heart was wavering again. Why? Why did she have to get 
into his head? 

“Why do you care so much?” Jaygo called after her, “I thought 
you hated me?” 

Tyrn looked back and smiled. But it wasn’t a happy smile. In fact, 
Jaygo thought she might have been on the edge of tears. 

“Then I guess you don’t know anything about me,” Tyrn said. 

It felt as if a knife had gone through his heart. Tyrn walked away. 

Kuso. Kuso! Kuso! Why was this so hard? Why was he getting so 
worked up about this? 

It was like she had gently caressed his heart before digging into it 
with a knife. 

He still hated Lynn. He didn’t think that would ever change. But 
now he thought there might be more to him than just his hatred. 

He thought of the night before. The pain, the void, her. He didn’t 
want to die. 

But why was that? Wouldn’t his life be complete when he killed 
Lynn? What was he fighting for? Was it just revenge? He would have let 
Lynn kill him long ago if that were the case. 

Jaygo had meant what he said. He did care about Tyrn. But why 
did things feel differently now? She wasn’t just his partner anymore. 
Something had changed. Ever since the night the emperor died, they both 
had changed. 

And a few days ago, that change had been reinforced. 

He cared about Tyrn in a way that was different than when he had 
loved Kanojo. Kanojo was a companion, someone who had brightened his 
day. She made each day worth living. Until Lynn ripped her away from 
him. 

Tyrn wasn’t like that. She made him see himself for what he was, 
without any pretenses. He wasn’t a hero. He wasn’t a monster. He was 
just a man, unable to cope with his grief. 

He had told himself he wouldn’t love again after Kanojo’s death. 
He had tried to make a steel cage around himself. So why? Why did it feel 
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like Tyrn could pierce right through those layers? 

The door to the interrogation room opened. Laura walked out, a 
scowl on her face, like usual. 

“He’s ready for you, Captain,’ she said, unusually taciturn. 
Normally she took every chance to deride Jaygo. 

Jaygo stood up and nodded, “Thank you, Major.” 

“T don’t know how much you’ll get out of him,” she said, “The 
Emperor has ordered his execution.” 

“Already?” Jaygo said, stepping back. 

“He dies tomorrow, along with the rest of the scum,” she said. 

“Torashi isn’t playing around,” Jaygo said. 

“The rebellion will end tomorrow,” Laura said, “The Emperor will 
make sure of that.” 

“You don’t agree with the Emperor’s decision,” Jaygo observed. 

“That’s privileged information,” she said as she walked away. She 
waved behind her, “Go at him, for all I care. I doubt you’ll find any 
evidence of the collusion you’re seeking.” 

“You just can’t see the truth staring at you in the face,” Jaygo said, 
“Tchimaru’s rebellion coincides way too closely with the attack of Atoli. 
Lynn’s behind this, mark my words.” 

“Whatever, Jaygo,” Laura said, “I don’t really care. I have a job to 
do.” 

She turned around briefly, a sinister grin on her face, “Oh, and 
Jaygo?” 

“Yes, Major?” he said, expecting a command or something. 

“Go screw yourself,” Laura snarled as she turned back around. 

Jaygo scowled as he watched Laura walk away. He’d show her. 
He’d show them all. He wasn’t paranoid. 

Your hatred cripples you. 

Jaygo clenched his fists as his body trembled. Why? Why was he 
having doubts now? 

He took a deep breath in. He couldn’t focus on them right now. 
He had to put aside Tyrn; he had to put aside Laura. Lynn was so close. 
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He wasn’t going to let him get away. Not again. 
He walked into the interrogation room. 


Chapter 15 
When we finally achieved 
peace, I thought that would 
be it. Why were we thrust 
back into Hell? 
- Jindai Siraki: Iratian Soldier 
Jaygo looked down at Ichimaru, whose hands were tied behind his 
back, chained to the concrete wall. He refused to look at Jaygo. Even in 
prison rags, he remained proud. 
Jaygo paced back and forth. He wasn’t afraid to talk to Ichimaru. 
Jaygo knew he’d get what he wanted out of the traitor. He’d let Ichimaru 
break the tension first. 
For what seemed hours, Jaygo paced back and forth, not muttering 
a word. Yet Ichimaru still held strong. Jaygo smirked. He could relate to 
that stubbornness. In a way, he respected it. Ichimaru reminded him of 
Tigo. 
“Have you come to guilt trip me?” Ichimaru finally asked, “You 
think I’d fold just because you were my brother’s friend?” 
“No,” Jaygo said, “I have more respect for Tigo than that.” 
Ichimaru still refused to look at him. 
“What do you want?” he asked. 
Jaygo stopped, “You know what I want.” 
“Tt’ll do you no good now,” Ichimaru said, “Your Major already 
told me what’s going to happen tomorrow.” 
“You don’t seem particularly bothered,” Jaygo noted. 
“My death will herald the new generation,” Ichimaru said, 
“Devoid of weak men like you.” 
“You think you’re a martyr,” Jaygo said, “An interesting 
viewpoint, to say the least.” 
Ichimaru scoffed, “My brother looked up to you. Admired you 
even. I can’t imagine why.” 
Jaygo leaned against the back of the cell and folded his arms, 
“Tigo has nothing to do with this.” 


Ichimaru ticked his mouth, “Now, now, Jaygo. You can’t fool 

Jaygo sighed, “I guess I can’t.” 

“All we’ve fought for these past few months has been for nothing,” 
Ichimaru said, “This war is tainted.” 

“And you’re not tainted?” Jaygo asked, “Or is it you think by 
attacking your home, you’re somehow liberating it? I’m confused. 
Because that sounds a lot like terrorism.” 

“Tt needs to end.” 

Jaygo rubbed his temples, “On that, we can both agree. The war 
needs to end. But what you’ve done here has done nothing more than 
cause more senseless violence in the pursuit of so-called peace.” 

“The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few,” Ichimaru 
said. 

“So it’s all just a numbers game to you?” Jaygo asked, “The people 
who have died these past months are all on your head.” 

Ichimaru was silent. 

“You think you’re some great hero, taking on the sins of the 
world,” Jaygo said, “But you’re not. You’re no hero. You’re a murderer. 
A traitor.” 

Jaygo walked up to him, “How do you think your brother would 
feel about what you’ ve done? How would Emperor Yokubo?” 

Ichimaru didn’t respond. 

“T may be a murderer,” Jaygo said, “But at least I can admit that. 
Can you really say you were trying to achieve peace? Because all I see is 
a man swallowed up in the grief of his brother’s death.” 

Ichimaru finally looked up at him, “What do you want, Jaygo?” 

“T want to know who supplied you with your FMEs and where 
your operation is located,” Jaygo said, “It has to be somewhere in the 
city.” 

“You already took away any hope of victory,” Ichimaru said, 
“Why does it matter?” 

Jaygo chuckled as he circled Ichimaru, “I see you still don’t 
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understand. He must have kept himself hidden.” 

Ichimaru’s eyes followed him, “What are you talking about?” 

“You’re merely a marionette,” Jaygo said, “with strings being 
pulled every which way, unaware of what you are.” 

“T’m no one’s puppet,” Ichimaru said. Jaygo’s smirk returned. 
That was good; Ichimaru was getting angry. 

“You believe you’ve been working for the people this entire time,” 
Jaygo said, “But you’ve been working with your brother’s murderer 
instead.” 

Ichimaru scoffed, “You think Lynn is my supplier?” 

“Think about it,” Jaygo said, “Who else could have orchestrated 
this? Who else would have known to take advantage of a grieving man? 
A man who was in the position to be manipulated?” 

Jaygo saw the thought registering in Ichimaru’s mind. He stared 
at Jaygo, eyes wide. 

Ichimaru shook his head, “No, that’s not true. It can’t be true.” 

“You know I’m right,” Jaygo said, “You know that there’s only 
one person that could have supplied you with all those FMEs.” 

Ichimaru started trembling and collapsed to the ground. He leaned 
forward and rocked back and forth. 

“Oh Koth, what have I done?” he whispered, “What have I 
become?” 

“We’re still on the same side,” Jaygo said, “You can fix this. You 
can help me set things right. I want this war to end just as badly as you 
do. You know it can’t end unless he’s dead.” 

“NO!” Ichimaru wailed as he arched his back, “NO!” 

“You’re not to blame for this,” Jaygo said, “You were merely a 
man who was manipulated at a time he was vulnerable.” 

“Tigo,” Ichimaru whispered, “I’m so sorry. Please, oh Koth, 
forgive me. Forgive me.” 

“Help me make this right,” Jaygo said, “You alone have the power 
to fix this. You can lead me straight to him.” 

“Oh, Koth,” Ichimaru said, “All those people. I killed all those 
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people. I thought I did it for you.” 

Jaygo grabbed Ichimaru’s shoulder, ““You can help me end this. 
One final act of redemption.” 

Ichimaru looked at Jaygo, tears in his eyes. He started laughing. 

Jaygo frowned, “What’s so funny?” 

“He’s fooled both of us,” Ichimaru said, shaking his head, “I can’t 
believe I didn’t see this before. We’ve been fools this entire time.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“He always knew this was going to happen,” Ichimaru said, “He 
always knew you were going to find out.” 

Chills ran down Jaygo’s spine. 

Ichimaru grabbed Jaygo and brought him down to eye level, 
“You're playing right into his hand.” 

“Kuso, Ichimaru!” Jaygo said, grabbing his shirt, “You need to tell 
me where he is!” 

Ichimaru continued to shake his head, “It’s too late. It was always 
too late. We’re nothing but pieces on a board. He’s played us this entire 
time.” 

“Where is he?” Jaygo demanded. 

Ichimaru let Jaygo go and pointed, “He’s marked you. Just like he 
did me. It’s not me he was after, but you. It’s always been about you.” 

Jaygo was unnerved. Was Lynn expecting this? Did he want to get 
caught? 

“The Blind Eye Cantina,” Ichimaru said, “That’s where you’ ll find 
him.” 

Jaygo sighed. Finally, a location. He turned the door handle. 
“Tt’s not your death you’re walking to,” Ichimaru said, “It never 
will be. I may die, but you suffer a pain worse than death!” 

Jaygo exited and closed the door in disgust. He looked back. His 
arms were trembling. 

Your hatred cripples you. It is killing you now. 

Lynn couldn’t be one step ahead of him. Ichimaru had to be wrong. 
Jaygo was going to stop him. 
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He knew what he had to do. 
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Chapter 16 
I watched my best friend 
die. I tugged on his lifeless 
corpse but couldn’t hold on 
to it. I let him go. 
- Molov Kordoff: Corvan Soldier 

Jaygo stepped into the Blind Eye Cantina, his nostrils burning 
from the putrid smells emanating from the drinks and the patrons. His 
eyes flitted back and forth, searching the patrons. The screens in the room 
showed the evening news; almost everyone was paying attention to it. 
Tensions were high. Advertisements of low-quality hover cars plastered 
the walls with other such nonsense. 

Jaygo scowled. Lynn wasn’t here. What had he been expecting? 
This was little more than a bar. Did he really think that Lynn would be out 
in the open? It seemed he had to fish him out. 

He walked up to the bartender, Jaygo’s ragged, crimson cloak 
covering his inner appearance. 

“Barkeep,” he said in a low voice, careful not to be overhead, “I 
need a table, someplace secluded and dark.” He handed the barkeeper a 
fifty Wong note, worth several times more than any drink they had there. 

“Do you need a drink?” the barkeeper asked. 

“Water,” Jaygo responded, his voice and eyes ice-cold with pure 
fury, “And someplace no one will bother me.” 

It had all led to this. The peace conference. The rebellion. Today, 
he would kill Lynn Forsigth. 

The barkeeper took a step back. 

“You can take that area over there,” the barkeeper pointed as he 
gave him a bottle of water, “no one will bother you there.” 

Jaygo sat down at a table over where the barkeeper pointed, his 
arms clenched, his brow furrowed. His short dark hair hid his face as he 
hunched over, listening carefully to a nearby conversation. 

A few feet away, four men talked in hushed voices to one another 
while they sipped their beer. They were the only four who weren’t paying 
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attention to the news. They argued back and forth, their faces grim. They 
didn’t blink, and they shook with conviction as they were speaking. One 
had scars down his face. 

Jaygo’s mouth curved into a dark grin, more rebels. They'd be able 
to tell him where Lynn was. It looked like Ichimaru’s info had panned out 
after all. 

He pressed a button on his watch that Mishti had modified for him, 
and their conversation became clear. 

“Blast Skaggs for his impatience!” The scarred man whispered, 
“If he hadn’t taken the Regiment earlier than he was told, Major 
Toshimitsu wouldn’t have been captured!” 

“T know,” another agreed, “he always was too prideful to admit 
something had been wrong!” 

A third looked at the two speaking and shook his head, “Stop it! 
Both of you! It’s bad enough that Skaggs is dead, but to behave this way 
on the eve of Major Toshimitsu’s execution is childish!” 

The two looked sheepishly at each other while the fourth 
interjected, “That’s right! We have more important things to discuss.” 

Jaygo’s grin deepened. The execution was only a few hours away. 
Ichimaru was about to receive his reward. Jaygo knew he should have 
mixed feelings about Ichimaru’s death, but as the interrogation proved, 
Ichimaru had sided with a traitor, the traitor. In his opinion, Ichimaru 
deserved much worse than death. 

From his cloak, Jaygo pulled out an electronic tablet with Lynn’s 
face on it. It was an old photo of him. His expression radiated softness and 
kindness, something that Jaygo wondered if Lynn ever had. Jaygo 
clenched the tablet, and a small crack split the screen where he pressed 
down on it. 

He got up from his table and approached the four men. Their 
conversation stopped instantly, and they looked at him suspiciously as he 
showed Lynn’s picture to them. 

“Have any of you seen this man?” He demanded. 

The four men relaxed as they examined it. 
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The scarred one answered, “That’s Lynn Forsigth, isn’t it? Why 
would we have seen that devil?” 

Jaygo stared at him for a moment before dropping his glare. He 
really didn’t know. Even among the rebellion, no one had seen Lynn. It 
was as if he was a nightmare, a shadow, only appearing when death was 
near. 

The scarred men stared at Jaygo. 

“Do I know you?” He asked. 

Jaygo sneered back at the rebel, “No, I don’t associate with the 
likes of you.” 

The scarred man countered, “No, I’m sure I’ve seen your face 
before somewhere...” Sudden realization dawned on him as his eyes 
widened. He saw the crimson and white Imperial Regalia beneath Jaygo’s 
cloak. 

“You’re... Captain Kale!” 

His three compatriots suddenly drew their weapons, pistols. The 
scarred man’s face twisted in rage. 

“You’re the demon sending Major Toshimitsu to his death!” he 
shouted. 

Jaygo looked around; most of the patrons in the bar were rebel 
supporters, if not rebels themselves. He smirked as they all drew weapons 
and pointed them at him. 

“Tl say this once,” Jaygo said, throwing back his cloak and 
showing his full military uniform. He had a phase sword and a pistol but 
drew neither, “If any of you know where your supplier is, tell me now.” 

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath in. He could feel Ti 
course through his body like a raging storm. As he opened his eyes, 
several of the rebels hesitated. His body was glowing in a soft blue light. 

“ll spare your lives,” Jaygo said, “But for those who don’t like 
my generous offer, you’d better say your prayers.” 

The scarred man fired his pistol; Jaygo dodged it, ducking under 
the man, grabbed the man’s arm, and threw him into a nearby table. To 
Jaygo, all of this happened in slow motion. He could feel his senses 
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enhance as he pulled Ti in. 

Jaygo dodged the bullets erupting around him with ease, making 
no effort to protect himself other than to dodge their fire. The bullets 
seemed like insects buzzing by him. He readied his fists to attack. 

“No takers?” he asked, looking around, “I guess Ill have to do 
things the hard way.” 

Some of the gunmen hesitated. Jaygo smirked. His reputation was 
getting ahead of him. 

Jaygo did a backflip over the now three-manned table, spun in the 
air, and took the rest down with an upside-down helicopter kick. He 
landed on the table in a one-handed handstand, bullet fire still raining 
down on him. 

His smile widened. He pushed off with his hand as he soared 
through the air, landing by a group of men. He counted, and there were 
sixteen people left. 

He grabbed the nearest gunman and threw him into three others. 
He then did a roundhouse kick that sent the two others in that group flying. 
Only ten remained. 

A few gunmen staggered backward and lowered their guns, 
including the two closest to Jaygo. Jaygo showed them no mercy, striking 
one in the throat, while tripping the other with a backward sweep, 
slamming them both down with his elbows. 

As Jaygo got back up, Lynn’s face appeared in his mind. Lynn was 
close. Jaygo could feel it. He tightened his hands into fists. 

The remaining shooters huddled together and shot at Jaygo in a 
flurry. With a Ti-powered jump, he soared over their gunfire and heads in 
a twisting side flip. He clapped his hands together and felt electricity 
dance between them. As his feet touched the ground, he pushed his hands 
outward. 

A crack like lightning split the cantina as an unseen force pushed 
the eight men back. Several implanted into the walls. His invisible force 
destroyed the tables and chairs. 

Jaygo took a breath out, releasing Ti. He looked around. Only the 
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bartender remained conscious. 

It was clear that none of these people knew who their supplier was, 
let alone Lynn’s location. Why did Ichimaru direct me here? Jaygo 
wondered as he failed to hold back his frustration. 

Kuso. Jaygo thought, looking down at the pitiful rebels. Had 
Ichimaru tricked him? 

Jaygo heard a click and turned his head. The bartender had raised 
a gun to the back of Jaygo’s head. He had no chance of dodging it if the 
man pulled the trigger. 

Pits of Andor, Jaygo swore, how could I be so reckless? 

He closed his eyes tight. Maybe, just maybe, he’d be able to raise 
Ti again before the gun was fired. 

He jolted as he heard and felt a gunshot erupt near him. He opened 
his eyes as the bartender hit the ground. Jaygo looked at the source of the 
gunfire. 

Tyrn held her pistol with both hands, smoke still coming off the 
barrel. She wore her red and white uniform, her blonde hair pulled back 
into a bun, her sky-blue eyes glaring at Jaygo. 

“T had him covered, Tyrn,” Jaygo said, “I didn’t need your help.” 

“Kuso!” she said, holstering her gun, “You really do have a death 
wish, don’t you?” 

“There was nothing to worry about,” Jaygo said, shaking his head 
as he looked at the people on the ground, “They were all amateurs. They 
weren’t a threat at all.” 

Tyrn walked up to him, her hands trembling. She then slapped him 
across the face. 

Jaygo looked at her, eyes wide, his face stinging. She hadn’t held 
back at all. 

“You idiot! What were you thinking? You’re Captain of the 
Leviathan Company. You can’t just leave without telling anyone. What if 
that guy killed you right now? How do you think we would feel? How J 
would feel?” 

What had he been doing? Ichimaru’s words had blinded him. He 
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had been focused solely on finding Lynn. He had thrown everything else 
away. Without even checking to see if there had been an iota of truth 
behind anything Ichimaru had told him. 

Your hatred cripples you. It is killing you now. 

He saw Tyrn’s face in the void. He saw her crying over him. He 
remembered her smile that was so filled with sadness as he asked her why 
she cared. 

His shell broke. It came crashing down on him. Her pain, her 
torment, everything, he could see it all now. He was hurting her, just like 
the burning fire that torched his master’s hand, just like Lynn hurt him. 

For so long, he had been trapped, frozen like the drops of blood 
falling from the carving knife. He had been turning to the ice long enough. 
He knew he needed real help. 

He grabbed her shoulder. She turned as their eyes met, but Jaygo 
still saw the anguish in her crystalline, blue eyes. It was the same look 
Jaygo saw in his own dark eyes every time he looked at himself in the 
mirror. 

“T’m sorry,” he said. The words came out of his mouth like 
molasses. “I should have thought about you first.” 

“Don’t read too much into it,” Tyrn said, looking away, “I’m your 
partner. If you die, they’d assign Seth as my new partner. And as stupid 
as you are, he’s a hundred times worse.” 

Jaygo chuckled and let go of her, “Ouch. You sure know how to 
make a man feel loved.” 

She blushed and walked away. 

“Let’s go,” she sighed, “the execution is about to start.” 

Jaygo looked around at the mess of bodies. The men around them 
groaned. The only one who had been killed was the bartender. 

“Kuso,” he cursed, “These men were my only lead back to Lynn. 
Now what do I do?” 

“Just leave them, Jaygo!” she answered, exasperated, “We have to 
go to the execution!” 

Though none of them would be able to move for several hours, he 
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still knew he couldn’t just let them go. 

“We'll need to call it in,” he said, “these men are rebels.” 

They walked outside the cantina and approached their vehicles. 
There weren’t any other people on the street. Everyone was at the 
execution. Only a few hover cars flew overhead. 

“How did you find me anyway?” Jaygo asked Tyrn as he got onto 
his hovercycle. 

Tyr scowled at him, “Seth told me you were taking care of some 
personal business, so I thought you might be looking for Lynn. Colonel 
Hughes told me you were here after I asked.” 

Jaygo looked up at her, “I can’t believe you know me so well.” 

“Well, Jaygo. You’re not that hard to figure out. Besides, I 
wouldn’t be a good partner if I didn’t know where to find you.” 

Jaygo reflected on that. Would he be able to find Tyrn if he needed 
her and she’d disappeared? They’d been partners for three years, but he 
honestly didn’t know much about her. She had just saved his life, yet they 
were practically strangers. 

He couldn’t keep doing this. He couldn’t just keep ignoring 
everyone else. He remembered her face the night he had captured 
Ichimaru. She had been there, supporting him. She had brought him back. 

Your hatred cripples you. 

Jaygo sighed; he had been struggling on his own long enough. His 
master was right. He couldn’t keep doing this. 

“Listen, Tyrn,” he stammered, “I’m sorry about before. It’s 
been... hard for me to focus on anything but Lynn.” 

Tyrn looked at him with eyes as large as dinner plates. 

“Are you apologizing to me?” 

“Pll make it up to you,” he started, “How about, after the 
execution, we grab a bite to eat, my treat?” 

Tyrn looked away and held her arm, “Okay, that’d be nice. Though 
I don’t know if I'll have any appetite.” 

“Forget the execution then,” Jaygo said, “Ill call General Tomath 
to let him know. I owe you that much for saving me today.” 
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“But you captured Toshimitsu yourself; you’ve never missed an 
execution before!” she exclaimed. 

“T think I’ve spent too much time focusing on Lynn,” he said 
quietly, “It’s time I did something else for a change. And besides, you still 
never answered my question.” 

“And what question was that?” Tyrn asked, looking at him. 

“Why you care about me,” Jaygo said, smiling. 

Tyrn chuckled, “Your timing couldn’t be worse. Toshimitsu’s 
execution could mark the end of the rebellion. You do know that, right?” 

Jaygo shook his head, “The rest of the Leviathan Company can 
handle it. They’re plenty prepared. Right now, I’m more interested in what 
you want. The rebellion is dead.” 

Tyrn looked at the sky, shaking her head, “I’m not too sure about 
that. These men seemed to be part of the rebellion. There may be more 
going on than we were led to believe. In fact, I can’t believe you’re even 
suggesting this, since you’re the paranoid one. This is just so out of 
character for you; I don’t know what to say.” 

‘“‘We’ve been partners for three years,” Jaygo said, “since the night 
Kanojo was murdered. I’ve ignored you long enough. I can’t just keep 
pushing people away. I realized that tonight. I can’t just go on hating, like 
I have been. I’ll never be able to stop Lynn that way.” 

He walked up close to her, “Besides, I care about you, and yet I 
know almost nothing about you. I intend to fix that.” 

Tyrn looked away, turning back to her car. She touched a button 
near the door handle, and the hover car zoomed away, heading back to her 
house. She turned to look at Jaygo. 

“Okay, then, if we’re going to go, do you mind if we stop by my 
place really quick? I’d like to change.” 

“Sure, no problem. Just let me call General Tomath first.” He 
nodded to the cantina, “I have to call this in.” 

Tyrn leaned back against the outside wall of the cantina and smiled 
at him. Jaygo smiled back. It was interesting. That smile was so disarming. 
Jaygo got out his phone and called the General. 
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“General, It’s Captain Kale,” Jaygo said. 

“Captain? Where in the world are you?” the General demanded, 
“You were supposed to report to the command center ten minutes ago!” 

Jaygo sighed, “Yes, sir, I know. I was following a lead. I found 
more rebels in the Blind Eye Cantina, south of the Jashin District. We may 
want to send a small unit to pick up these men and interrogate them. I’m 
sending you the coordinates now.” 

“T see, Captain; well done. It may be that we’ve only scratched the 
surface with these rebels. I'll have Laura send reinforcements.” 

“Sir?” Jaygo asked. 

“What is it, Captain?” 

“T request that both Lieutenant Tyrn and myself be excused from 
the execution. We have some important matters to attend to,” Jaygo 
responded, his voice completely calm. 

General Tomath remained silent for a moment before responding, 
“The Emperor is not going to like this, but if you think it’s truly important, 
you have my permission. 

Jaygo smirked, “Thank you, General; I appreciate this. Lieutenant 
Organ should be more than sufficient to handle the crowds; he loves the 
spotlight anyway.” 

General Tomath scoffed, “The real trouble is him, not the crowd. 
I don’t know how you keep him in line.” 

Jaygo chuckled, “I wouldn’t be able to if it weren’t for Lieutenant 
Ridner. I appreciate this, General. I'll report to you in the morning.” 

“Be careful out there, Jaygo; I know you think you’re strong, but 
you never can be too safe.” 

Jaygo nodded, “Thanks, General; I'll keep that in mind. I'll see 
you tomorrow. Kale over and out.” 

Jaygo hung up and smiled at Tyrn. 

“General Tomath told me we’re good to go; he’s got the execution 
covered. Hop on.” 

As she walked close to him, Jaygo noticed something out of his 
periphery. A cloaked man stood in the alley next to the cantina, by the 
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wall where Tyrn had been leaning. That cloaked man wore the mask of a 
demon on his face. The same mask that the Rebels told him their supplier 
wore. 

“Tyrn,” he said, in barely more than a whisper, “Do you see that 
cloaked man next to the building?” 

Tyrn looked back. 

“Don’t look,” Jaygo said. 

She looked back toward Jaygo, “Yeah, I see him.” 

“Tt’s him,” Jaygo said. 

“You mean Lynn?” 

Jaygo nodded. He could feel it, deep within. That masked figure 
could use Ti; he was sure of it. It was incredible that he hadn’t noticed 
him before. 

“What do we do?” she asked as she walked to Jaygo. 

“Don’t move,” he said, “I’m going to jump him.” 

Before Jaygo had time to do more than blink, the cloaked figure 
moved. An emerald explosion rocketed him forward into the air. That man 
was wearing an FME. It wasn’t the Bastion like Jaygo was expecting, but 
it was all Jaygo needed. 

“Kuso,” Jaygo said as his hoverbike roared to life, “I’m not losing 
him this time. Jump on.” 

As Tyrn jumped on the bike, he started chasing the figure through 
the air. 

“Jaygo, what are you doing?” Tyrn demanded, “We don’t have 
our FMEs!” 

“Hang on tight! This is going to get rough!” Jaygo shouted as he 
twisted the throttle. 
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Chapter 17 
Our flesh will be made free; 
our souls will be severed. 
We will not give up. We will 
not surrender. 
- Convac Sitori: Iratian Rebel 

Atoli Plaza was packed with people, though the night was coming 
on. People swarmed around the beautiful fountains, sculptures, and 
granite roads. It was well-lit, with small kiosks and stores littering the 
area. However, a somber note struck the air. The people were silent as 
they waited for the execution to begin. 

Second Lieutenant Seth Organ scanned the crowds for any threats 
as he walked back and forth in his Armored Unit, which he called the 
Obelisk. The people he approached backed away from his heavy and 
intimidating FME. 

Seth was a large man, standing at 186 centimeters, with broad 
shoulders. Under his helmet, he had blonde hair and blue eyes. The smug 
grin he normally wore was gone. This was no time to smile. With Jaygo 
and Tyrn gone, he was in charge of the Leviathan Company. 

He walked toward the podium where the prisoners were to be 
executed. 

“Sector A is clean,” he said as he switched between infrared and 
ultraviolet vision, then back to normal visual range. 

“The eagle watches from above as his prey scurries about,” a deep, 
male voice said through their comms. 

“What does that even mean, Ben?” Seth asked, “What’s your 
sector look like?” 

He looked toward where Ben Draks was stationed, about a 
hundred meters away on a nearby roof. His Eagle FME was instantly 
recognizable. Though it had the Iratian colors, it also had a beak, talons, 
and wings. 

Seth recognized Ben’s nod as he zoomed in on him. 

“Just because we can’t see anything,” Ben said, “doesn’t mean 
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there isn’t a threat.” 

Ben stood up. He was even taller than Seth. 

“Do you see anything?” Seth asked. 

“No,” Ben said, “If there is a predator here tonight, they’ve buried 
themselves in the ground.” 

“By the Pits of Andor, Ben!” Shado said in their comms, “You 
need to learn how to speak like a normal person. You’re not a 
philosopher.” 

Seth looked back at Shado, who held her twin phase swords close 
to her blood-red FME, Nightmare. It had a red tail at the top of her helmet 
that nearly touched the ground. 

“You can’t tell him what to do, Shado,” Seth said, “I’m in charge 
here.” 

She shook her head at him, “No! You don’t get to say that! Not 
after the stunt you pulled in the last battle.” 

“C’mon, everyone. Can’t we all just get along?” Ilek said, 
chuckling, “I mean, it’s looking like it’s going to be a beautiful evening.” 

Seth knew Ilek was somewhere in the crowd hiding, but couldn’t 
tell where with all the people around him. He had probably turned on the 
cloaking for his Enterprise FME. 

Seth felt someone grab his shoulder. It was Jaled. His helmet was 
off. His battle scars seemed to shine in the moonlight. He wore his blood- 
stained bandana on his head. His skin wasn’t dark like Mishti’s or Roso’s, 
nor bronze like Ben’s, but a tan that didn’t seem to fit anywhere. 

“Any night where we have to kill can’t be a beautiful one,” Jaled 
said, putting on his faded helmet, “Especially considering who we’re 
killing.” 

That shut everyone up. Seth stood next to Jaled, shaking his head. 
He couldn’t believe what was happening. It felt like they had just buried 
Tigo. Now it was like digging him out of his grave and shooting him. 

Seth looked up at the sky next to Jaled. 

“Does it ever end?” he asked, glancing at Jaled. 

“No,” Jaled whispered, “It doesn’t.” 
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“Kuso,” Seth said, shaking his head, “What’s taking Jaygo so 
long?” 

“T can answer that one,” General Tomath said through the comms, 
“He and Lieutenant Ridner won’t be joining us. It seems they’ve found 
another rebel hideout.” 

“Who is carrying out the execution?” Seth asked. Cold sweat ran 
down his face. He already knew. 

“You are, of course,” General Tomath said, “You’re next in 
command.” 

It felt like someone had punched him in the stomach. Seth felt like 
Jaygo was playing a cruel joke on him. Jaygo couldn’t do this to him. 
Jaygo was the strongest of all of them. Jaygo should be the one who killed 
Ichimaru, not him. 

“The crowd is getting restless,” General Tomath said, “We have 
to start soon.” 

Seth couldn’t hear him. He had frozen in place. All he could hear 
was his own heartbeat. 

“Lieutenant?” General Tomath asked. 

“Sorry,” Seth said, snapping out of his stupor, “Do you know if 
the Emperor will be attending?” 

“You know as well as I do that he doesn’t like this. He’ll watch 
from the palace, under the watch of the royal guard.” 

Seth sighed, “That’s a little disappointing. The crowd may view 
that poorly, especially since these are supposed to be the last of the 
rebels.” 

“IT disagree, Lieutenant,’ Tomath said, “By not attending the 
execution, he refuses to acknowledge the rebels as a real threat. It allows 
the military to keep the focus on our true enemy.” 

Seth frowned, “I suppose you’re right. Still, ’'m a little worried. 
We took down Toshimitsu too easily. I wouldn’t be surprised if someone 
tries to do something.” 

“Then keep vigilant, Lieutenant, and make sure that nothing 
happens,” Tomath commanded. 
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“Roger that,” Seth said, closing his comms. 

He walked back to his sector and waited for the execution to begin. 
The crowd was tense and somber. Several people were crying. Seth felt 
cold. Not because he felt sympathy for them, in his opinion, these rebels 
deserved to be executed. But he couldn’t shake Tigo’s face out of his head. 

One by one, the prisoners were brought to the podium set up in the 
plaza for the execution. Each one had a burlap sack on their head. 

Seth’s eyes widened. This would be a blind execution. He 
wouldn’t even know who was under those sacks. 

“Cowards!” a person shouted from the crowd. 

“Hypocrites,” another joined in. 

More and more people began shouting at them. At first, Seth 
thought it was directed at the prisoners. Someone threw a rock at him. 

“You need to take care of those people now, Lieutenant,” General 
Tomath told Seth through his comms, “We cannot allow a riot.” 

Seth replied tersely, “I know, but what would you have me do? I 
can’t shoot them!” 

“Doesn’t Sergeant Varnu have some sort of tech that could silence 
them?” the General asked. 

Mishti chimed in, “Of course, General. Pll deploy my sonic 
dampeners right away.” 

Seth looked back at her. She stood in the middle of the Plaza in 
her Chameleon FME, which was a hodgepodge of parts. From the wrists 
of her FME, she shot two orbs into the air, which then flew over the 
protestors. After a few seconds, their screams were silenced. 

“Excellent,” Seth responded, “Keep up the good work. The 
execution is about to commence.” 

“Get up there, Lieutenant,” Tomath told him, “it’s time. We can’t 
wait any longer.” 

Seth nodded grimly, “I know.” 

He walked toward the podium, each step heavier than the last. 
Typically, Seth didn’t mind carrying out orders, but executions were 
different. Every time he performed one, he could feel his soul die a little. 
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And this one was especially different. Beneath one of these hoods 
was the brother of one of his friends. A friend who had died serving with 
him. A friend who had trusted him. 

As Seth stood behind the first prisoner, General Tomath spoke 
through the PA in the plaza, “Citizens of Atoli and the Iratian Empire; we 
are gathered here today for a most horrendous event. The men before you 
today have sought to take everything away from you. They have sought 
to take away your husbands, wives, sons, and daughters. They believe that 
our enemy was justified in attacking us, in killing your friends, and your 
family members! For high treason against the Empire, murder of the first 
degree, robbery, grand theft, larceny, conspiracy, and plot, these men have 
been condemned to death by firing. 

“These men shall have no final words. They shall be given no 
names. They shall be given no faces. They lost those rights when they 
sought to betray their nation, their beautiful homeland. Any who acts as 
these will have the same fate bestowed upon them. What we do may seem 
inhumane; it may seem cruel, but these are not peaceful times. We are at 
war, and every man lost to this rebellion is a victory for the Corvan 
Alliance. We cannot afford to take that risk, so we beg the citizens of this 
nation for forgiveness of our zealousness.” 

“Arms at the Ready!” General Tomath commanded, “Aim!” 

Seth cocked his side pistol and aimed it at the head of the first 
prisoner. 

“Fire!” 

A blast came from the pistol. The first prisoner dropped dead. 
Blood sprayed across the Obelisk FME. Seth felt sick inside. He wished 
he hadn’t shown up late to the battlefield. He was sure Jaygo was 
punishing him. He couldn’t see how Jaygo could do this. He took a deep 
breath in and walked to the next prisoner. He cocked his gun again. 

“Fire!” 

The prisoners weren’t even allowed to scream. They had gags 
placed on their mouths under their burlap sacks. More blood misted onto 
the Obelisk. 
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Seth steeled himself. It was necessary. Ichimaru knew what he was 
doing. He wasn’t innocent. 

His hand started shaking as he shot down more and more 
prisoners. He looked at the crowd. They wore silent looks of horror across 
their faces. 

What was he doing? What kind of person was he? How could he 
do this? Why couldn’t he stop? The bangs from the pistol felt like bullets 
piercing his own heart. 

By the end of the execution, his FME was spattered with blood. 
He holstered his pistol as the last Rebel dropped dead. He looked at his 
hands, covered in the blood of these traitors. Covered in the blood of his 
friend’s brother. The blood would come out. But the image of what he did 
would not. 

The rest of the army stationed there blocked the crowd as the 
execution ended. People walk away. Seth shook his head. When had they 
become the villains? 

He felt a slap across his back. He looked next to him, where Jaled 
spat on the ground. 

“Serves them right,” he said. 

Seth felt like he was going to be sick. 

“You may not see it now,” Jaled said, as the two of them walked, 
“but justice was served tonight. You may have saved thousands of lives 
with what you did tonight.” 

Seth clenched his fists. Justice? That was justice? 

“Kuso!” He cursed, throwing his helmet to the ground, “What kind 
of justice was that? Have you ever had to kill a friend, Old Man? Have 
you ever had their blood spread over your body, knowing you could never 
wash it away?” 

Jaled looked at the sky, “Yes.” 

Seth’s anger fled away in shock. 

Jaled looked back at Seth, “When I was younger than you, I killed 
the people I considered my friends. Comrades. Men and women I had 
fought for years with. Because I knew what they were doing was wrong.” 
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Seth shook Jaled’s shoulders, “How did you do it? How did you 
live with yourself?” 

Jaled stared into Seth’s eyes. Seth felt chills go down his spine. In 
those eyes was a man who had witnessed countless deaths and thousands 
of battles. 

“Because I knew I was doing the right thing,” Jaled said breaking 
his gaze, “Artilash showed me. I left everything behind to follow an 
ideal.” 

Seth shook his head, “What ideal? There is no right in this war. 
There is no way Ichimaru’s death will ever be justified.” 

“What do you fight for?” Jaled asked. 

Seth stared at the crescent moon, “I don’t know.” 

Jaled put his arms around Seth’s shoulder, “C’ mon, let me buy you 
a few drinks. Let’s talk. Screw the rules. I’m sure General Tomath won’t 
mind.” 

Seth just nodded back silently as they walked away from the plaza. 
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A figure at the edge of the plaza smirked beneath his cloak. All 
had gone according to plan. Jaygo had taken his bait. Now he, his 
Company, and the Iratian Army were distracted. They had no idea what 
he had planned. He wondered how Jaygo would respond. Lynn adjusted 
the mask on his face and walked away. 
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Chapter 18 
My friends all lay dead 
around me. They came 
down like the angel of 
death. We had no chance of 
surviving. 
- Argos Gulski: Corvan Civilian 

Jaygo felt blood rush through his veins as his vision narrowed. He 
tracked the cloaked figure through the air. He was easy to follow since 
everyone else was attending the execution. The only traffic that cluttered 
the air were large supply trucks and taxis. 

They flew high into the night sky. The moon beamed down on him 
and Tyrn as they chased those unnatural emerald flames. 

Jaygo wasn’t going to let Lynn get away. Not this time. Not ever 
again. His father, His mother, Ian, Hiroshi, Kanojo, Raitou, Tigo. Jaygo 
wouldn’t let Lynn get away with any of their deaths. He’d end everything. 

He could feel Tyrn clinging onto his back for dear life. Her words 
flashed through his mind. Jt looks like you have a death wish to me. 

He took a deep breath in and tried to focus. He had to keep it under 
control. He couldn’t let his emotions get the better of him. Lynn would be 
expecting that. He had to be better than that. 

“Can you hear me, Tyrn?” Jaygo shouted over the fierceness of 
the wind and the roar of his engine. 

“What?” she shouted back at him. 

“T need you to take control,” Jaygo said, “I’m going to cut him 


off.” 

“That’s crazy, Jaygo! You'll fall to your death!” 

Jaygo looked back at her briefly and grinned, “I’m leaving it in 
your hands.” 


He broke her grip and jumped up from the hoverbike. Jaygo was 
so close to him. He could feel it. He pulled out his sword and swung at 
Lynn’s feet. 

He missed and started falling. 
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No! Not this time. 

Jaygo concentrated all his Ti into his bottom right foot and kicked 
the air beneath him. A blue shockwave was left where he stepped and was 
pushed upward. 

It gave him just the boost he needed to reach Lynn. He swung 
down and felt his sword connect with Lynn’s right leg. 

Liquid jet fuel exploded around him, temporarily blinding him. 
Jaygo covered his face. He could feel his body lurch. He was falling again. 

The smoke in front of him cleared. He saw Lynn careen 
downward, out of control. 

A large freight truck flew in front of the two of them. Jaygo cursed; 
they must have crossed lanes when they dropped. Lynn landed roughly on 
the roof before stopping himself. 

Jaygo was not so lucky. He surrounded himself in Ti armor as he 
slammed onto the roof of the truck. He was instantly thrown off its side. 
Jaygo reached out in desperation, barely managing to hold on to the 
freight of the hover truck. 

He wondered how the truck driver missed the explosion because 
they didn’t slow down. 

His shoulder felt like it was starting to tear. He prayed that he 
didn’t dislocate it. Transferring all his Ti into his arm, He pulled himself 
back onto the roof of the truck. He wiped his face and stared at the cloaked 
man. 

Lynn was wearing a different black FME than his normal one. 
Lynn’s FME, Bastion, looked much more demonic than this. The mask 
that Lynn wore had broken on his landing. Lynn threw it off, revealing his 
FME helmet with red slits for eyes, instead of the Bastion’s yellow ones. 

Lynn threw off his cloak, his body swirling with emerald flames. 
The dark cloak burned into ash and jetted off into the night. 

Jaygo glanced around as he took a defensive stance. He couldn’t 
see Tyrn yet. He prayed she hadn’t lost control. He sighed in relief when 
out of the corner of his eye, he saw Tyrn change the direction of his 
hoverbike in a large arc, coming up behind the truck. She stayed farther 
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back than Jaygo had expected her to. 

Jaygo smiled. She knew him well. She knew how important this 
fight was to him. 

As his hair billowed in the wind, Jaygo held his phase sword at 
Lynn. 

“Tt’s over, Lynn,” he shouted, hoping his voice would carry in the 
wind. 

Lynn laughed in a deep voice. Was he wearing a voice modulator? 

“You’re such a fool, just like he said you’d be.” 

“What are you talking about?” Jaygo asked, “Who said that?” 

The masked figure pulled out a phase sword, and immediately 
emerald flames swirled around it, “You’ll know soon enough, skrall.” 

Something wasn’t right. Jaygo had never heard Lynn call him a 
skrall before. And he held his sword differently than normal. Was it 
possible that this man wasn’t Lynn Forsigth? 

“T’ll avenge my family today, Lynn!” Jaygo screamed as he rushed 
at the man, his sword held out at his side. 

As their blows connected, Jaygo was certain. This man buckled 
under the force of his blow and was pushed back to the edge of the truck. 

Whoever this man was, he was not Lynn Forsigth. Jaygo shook his 
head. That didn’t matter. Because whoever this guy was, he knew where 
Lynn was. Of that, he was sure. 

“Who are you?” Jaygo demanded. 

The man laughed again, “You have no idea who the Beasts are, do 
you?” 

Beasts? What was this guy talking about? 

“Where is Lynn?” Jaygo asked, holding his sword out. 

He was confident now. If this guy wasn’t Lynn Forsigth, he had 
nothing to worry about. He just had to beat Lynn’s location out of him. 

The man swung his sword, causing the emerald flames to swirl 
around him, “I can see how confident you are. You think I’m no threat at 
all, do you?” 

“You think you’re strong just because Lynn showed you a few 
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fancy moves?” Jaygo said, “I’ll show you why I’m called a Leviathan!” 

Before Jaygo could strike again, the Impostor moved the flames. 
They struck out at Jaygo, as if they were alive. 

Jaygo dodged them. Each time the flames missed, they melted part 
of the truck’s roof. 

Jaygo narrowed his eyes. That flame was much hotter than he had 
originally thought it was. Getting hit by that, even with Ti armor, could 
cause serious damage. 

Jaygo focused on forming armor around his body. Though it 
wouldn’t make him invincible, he was sure that he’d at least be able to 
survive one blast of fire if he were hit. 

“Bring it on,” Jaygo said as he rushed back forward. 

The flames seemed to move independently of the impostor’s 
movements. It was as if Jaygo was fighting five opponents at once. One 
misstep would send him falling below. 

He parried one of the impostor’s strikes, breaking his balance. 
Now was his chance to strike. 

The fire came at him from behind. In a wide flip, Jaygo managed 
to pass over it. Unlike he had hoped, the fire dispersed as it reached the 
impostor. This impostor had way better control of Ti than he should have. 

This was more than just a few lessons. This man was an adept user 
of Ti. Lynn must have trained him personally. 

“Where did all that bravado go?” the man taunted, “Is it possible 
that the mighty Jaygo Yen Kale is afraid of such a lowly soldier?” 

“Who are you?” Jaygo asked, “You’re not just some random 
soldier, are you?” 

“Tt seems I’ve finally grabbed your full attention, haven’t I?” the 
man said as the fire danced in loops around him, “No, I’m not a random 
mook.” 

“How did you get into the city?” Jaygo asked, “How many of you 
has Lynn trained?” 

The man chuckled, “Even now, it’s Lynn this, Lynn that. You 
sound like a broken record.” 
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This man was goading him; Jaygo could feel it. But this man 
wasn’t Lynn Forsigth, and whatever attempts this impostor tried to 
provoke him wouldn’t work. 

He looked over the impostor’s shoulder where Tyrn flew on the 
hovercycle. He didn’t think the guy had noticed her yet. He saw Tyrn pull 
out her pistol. Jaygo grinned. 

“T’ll be hailed as a hero when I tell the king that I’ve managed to 
kill you,” the man said as the fires danced faster and faster around Jaygo. 

As the man charged at him, Jaygo nodded. Jaygo knew Tyrn 
wouldn’t miss. A bullet shot straight through the exposed area between 
the impostor’s chest and left shoulder. 

The impostor screamed in pain and clutched his shoulder. Jaygo 
rushed forward before the impostor could move those flames again. In a 
flash-lightning strike, Jaygo cut through the impostor’s side. 

The fire dissipated around Jaygo. The man screamed in pain as he 
collapsed to his knees. Blood flung out of the impostor’s wound into the 
night air. 

Jaygo held his sword out to the impostor’s head. 

“Now, tell me who you are and where Lynn is,” he said. 

The impostor shook his head and laughed again, “That was pretty 
clever. I didn’t expect the Leviathan Captain to resort to such cheap 
tricks.” 

“T don’t care if it was dirty,” Jaygo said, “If you don’t tell me 
where Lynn is, I'll kill you.” 

The man looked at him. Those glowing red eyes stared into his 
soul, “You think you’ve won, don’t you?” 

Jaygo frowned, “What do you mean?” 

“The war has just begun,” the man said. 

Jaygo looked down. The man’s lower half had started glowing 
green. Jaygo’s eyes widened. He tried reforming Ti armor around his 
body. 

The truck exploded in emerald light, sending shrapnel into the 
nearby high rises. 
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Jaygo couldn’t hear anything except a loud ringing in his ears. A 
kamikaze attack. He couldn’t believe that the impostor would be so 
desperate. He saw the scattered pieces of the impostor’s armor careen 
down next to him. It seemed there wasn’t even a body to recover anymore. 

Jaygo blinked. He was falling. He couldn’t stop himself this time. 
His legs were pointed up. 

He tried to reposition his body and looked as the remnants of the 
truck crashed into one of the floors of a nearby high-rise. That wasn’t 
good. It was going to kill people. 

Jaygo took a deep breath in and focused his Ti. His senses 
immediately sharpened, and his hearing returned. 

He reached his hand out, and Tyrn grabbed him. Jaygo smirked. 
He knew she wouldn’t let him fall. He clung to her back as she stopped in 
midair to look at the wreckage. 

Jaygo shook his head. There was nobody left. Lynn had fooled 
him again. And apparently, he had trained someone else to use Ti. What 
was he up to? 

“Thanks for the save,” Jaygo said, “I owe you two now.” 

“That’s twice just tonight,” Tyrn said, grinning at him. 

He watched as her smile faded. 

“We need to call the fire department,” she said. 

Jaygo shook his head, “I'll take care of this, fly close to the fire.” 

She did as asked, flying to the building. It looked like the floor 
was empty. It was just a normal office space. It didn’t look like the 
structure of the building had been damaged at all, either. A small fire 
spread through the floor. 

Jaygo took a deep breath in and clapped his hands. He could feel 
the fire around him. It called to him; it was alive. He concentrated. The 
flames responded to his call. They flooded toward him. 

Jaygo reached out with his hand and absorbed the flames in his 
body. He could feel heat pass through him as hot as the sun, filling him 
with strength. 

He let it all out with one deep breath. The air around them warmed 
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considerably. But the fire had been put out. 

Tyrn looked back at him, her mouth agape, “That was crazy. How 
did you do that?” 

“Tl explain at dinner,” Jaygo said, looking back at her. 

“Dinner?” she asked. 

“You're still hungry, right? Let’s get something to eat.” 

“But what about the accident? Don’t we need to get the police 
involved?” 

“T’ll explain it to Laura in the morning,” Jaygo said, “There’s 
nothing for us to do now.” 

Tyrn blinked and stared at him. 

He looked around, “Is there something wrong?” 

“No,” she said, “It’s just that, you’re acting strangely.” 

He smiled at her, “Is that such a bad thing?” 

She shook her head, “First the rebels, now this. Is there a switch 
in your brain that changes from hatred to apathy?” 

“What are you talking about?” he said. 

“You've never been one to let these things go,” Tyrn said, leaning 
forward, narrowing her eyes, “You haven’t been replaced by a drone, have 
you?” 

He threw his hands in the air, “I’m just saying I’m hungry! Is that 
so strange? I thought you were the one who wanted me to let Lynn go.” 

She touched the tip of his nose, “Ah, so that’s what this is.” 

Jaygo couldn’t figure her out, “What is that supposed to mean?” 

She sighed, “Never mind.” She smiled as she sat back, “Okay then. 
Dinner does sound nice.” 

“T hope the execution wasn’t this eventful,” Jaygo said as he 
looked at the scattered remains of the impostor. 

“A day with you is never boring, is it?” Tyrn asked. 

Jaygo smiled, “No, it isn’t.” 
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Chapter 19 
They appeared out of 
nowhere in the dead of 
night. There was nothing 
we could do. 
- Hito Kowaii: Iratian Soldier 

They soared back through the air as the night set in. 

Once they arrived at Tyrn’s place. Tyrn jumped off, “Just give me 
a few minutes; I'll be right back.” 

Jaygo waited, looking up at the moon. He thought about when he 
entered the bar. 

How could I have been so blind? The moment Lynn bleeds into my 
mind, nothing else exists. 

Jaygo remembered Tyrn’s look of irritation and worry as he 
chased after the impostor. After that spiel, he would be surprised if she 
ever trusted his apologies again. 

Am I that lost? Jaygo wondered, feeling where Tyrn had slapped 
him earlier, am I so focused on my hate that I can’t feel anything else? If 
so, doesn’t that mean that Lynn is winning? 

He thought back to the imposter. He had provoked him by 
manipulating Jaygo’s feelings. It was only because Tyrn was there that he 
had been able to recognize that. 

Your hatred cripples you. It is what is killing you now. 

Master. Jaygo sighed. 

He used to be so happy. He remembered fishing with his father 
and brother and playing with his mother. He remembered when Lynn 
would come and show him a cool toy or something he had bought. He 
remembered the years spent with his master, learning the ways of the 
Mugen Shinzo Ken. 

Lynn was winning by keeping him filled with hate. He didn’t want 
to do that anymore. He wanted something more than just hate after their 
final battle. He wanted to live again. 

You can’t throw away your love just to chase after Lynn. It’s one 
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of the few things left keeping you human. 

Tyrn had been right. He had been holding his walls up for too long. 
He had let his hatred boil inside. 

Was he just going to let that hate fester forever? He shook his 
head; no, even if he couldn’t obtain peace until Lynn was dead, he 
wouldn’t let Lynn rob him of everything he once was, everything he once 
stood for. 

He thought about Tyrn. He really did depend on her. He thought 
how crazy it was that she had put up with him for so long. She didn’t 
deserve it. He thought about all the times he ditched her as he chased after 
Lynn. She led the Company when he should have. 

Had he really been so callous for so long? He wanted to feel again. 
He wanted to laugh, to smile again. And not one of his fake smiles. A real 
smile. 

He knew he couldn’t face Lynn as he was now, as a shell of a man. 
He’d just end up back where he was. Full of hate and narrow-minded, 
with another one of his friends dead by his side. 

Tyrn stepped out of her house. Her hair was down, and she wore 
an elegant blue dress with a matching purse. Jaygo stood dumbfounded. 
He didn’t think he’d ever seen her outside of her military regalia, or with 
her hair down, for that matter. 

“Wow!” Jaygo said, awed, “What’s the special occasion?” 

Tyrn blushed, “Well, if we’re going to dinner, I thought, how 
about we make it a nice one?” 

“You'd make it nice just by showing up,” Jaygo said. 

The words left his mouth before he even processed what he was 
saying. Tyrn stared at him, her face beet red. 

“T’m getting on the bike now,” she said. 

“Okay,” Jaygo said as they flew away. 

They hovered through the sky covered in dim moonlight. Tyrn 
kept close hold of him as they sailed through the city, finally stopping at 
a local favorite rooftop restaurant named after the city, Atoli. 

“This is one of my favorites,” Tyrn said, smiling. 
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Jaygo chuckled, “What a coincidence; it’s mine too.” 

As they walked through the door, a waiter greeted them and rushed 
them to a table. “Captain Kale, what a pleasant surprise! What can I start 
you off to drink tonight?” 

“Tl have gardish juice,” Tyrn responded. 

“Pll take my usual, Suji,” Jaygo replied. 

“Club soda,” their waiter said, “Excellent choice, as always.” 

As the waiter left, Tyrn raised an eyebrow at Jaygo. 

“T always thought you were a heavy drinker,” she said. 

“Tt’s against regulations,” Jaygo said, “You know I don’t break 
those.” 

“Could’ve fooled me,” Tyrn said under her breath. 

Jaygo coughed. Well, kuso. She wasn’t wrong. 

oh 2K 28 

Tyrn looked around, trying to ignore Jaygo’s coughing. A highly 
detailed painting of the city was on the wall, with its twenty-one districts 
mapped out. She could see the ocean and the ports through the glass doors 
on his right. More Irati memorabilia littered the shop, like the Iratian flag, 
with its crimson eagle, and a current map of the expanding empire, which 
had now swallowed up six former countries. 

“So, Tyrn, what do you like best from their menu?” Jaygo asked 
as he stopped coughing. 

“Hmm...,” she contemplated, “I’d have to say the smoked Irati 
Tilapia with a side of mashed potatoes. How about yourself?” 

“I’m not a big fan of fish. My favorite is a rare Corvan steak with 
a side of fried rice.” 

“Steak suits you,” she said, “‘and theirs is really good.” 

The waiter came back, filled their glasses, and took their orders. 
As they waited for the food, Jaygo kept asking her questions. 

“Tyrn, do you have someone special in your life? Someone you 
hold dear?” he asked her. 

Tyrn spat out her drink all over Jaygo’s face. That was quite the 
loaded question to ask on a pseudo first date. 
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“Uhm,” Jaygo said, blinking. 

“Sorry,” she said, cleaning herself up with a napkin before 
reaching across the table and wiping Jaygo’s face too. Jaygo’s face 
reddened as he looked away from her. 

She sat back. “Sorry, sorry. You caught me off guard.” 

Jaygo just looked at her, like a deer caught in headlights. 

“What did you ask?” 

Jaygo shook his head, “I don’t remem-” 

“Oh right,” Tyrn said, “Someone special. There’s no one right 
now. I joined the army when my parents died in the Corvan invasion. I 
haven’t had any time to date anyone.” 

Jaygo shook his head, his face still beet red. He wouldn’t look her 
in the eyes. 

“Ts there something wrong?” she asked. 

Jaygo shook his head, “No. It’s nothing.” 

Tyrn looked down at her dress. It wasn’t low cut, but when she 
reached across the table... 

“You didn’t,” she said, her cheeks getting warm. 

“Family!” Jaygo shouted, loud enough for the other patrons to give 
him a quizzical glance, “I’m sorry your parents are dead.” 

Tyrn looked away from Jaygo, eyes wide. Wow, he was bad at 
this. 

“Thanks, I guess,” she said, looking back at Jaygo, shaking her 
head, “Sorry about your family too.” 

This was awkward. She couldn’t let them go on like this. The 
dinner would be horrible. 

“T have a cat,” she said, “His name is Mark. Do you like animals?” 

Jaygo looked at her, “Dogs. I like dogs. Haven’t had any 
experience with cats.” 

Tyrn placed her hands on her temples. He couldn’t be this bad at 
it. It was like he hadn’t talked to a normal person since he joined the army. 
She could hardly believe he had dated Kanojo. Oh well, at least he was 
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“What do you like to do for fun after work?” he asked. 

Tyrn smiled. That was a better question. 

“Normally, Pll read a book and go for a walk.” 

“What kind of books do you like to read?” 

“All kinds, though I have been reading romance novels lately.” 

Jaygo’s face turned red again, “Wow, romance, huh? That’s really 
nice.” 

“What about yourself?” she asked. 

Jaygo looked up, “I’m not sure. I don’t remember the last time I 
had fun before this. However, I often hit the gym or work with Riza fixing 
up Axial, my FME. Or watch the Leviathan Company TV show.” 

She grinned, “You watch a kid’s show?” 

He shook his head and chuckled, “It helps remind me what I’m 
fighting for.” 

Tyrn started laughing. She couldn’t believe it. Jaygo, the stiff 
Captain of the Leviathan Company, watched his own tv show. She always 
thought he had a bit of an ego. Jaygo started laughing too. 

When they stopped, Tyrn felt more relaxed. Jaygo seemed to be as 
well. 

“What did you do for fun before you joined the military?” she 
asked. 

“T used to go fishing and camping with my father or play in the 
woods near my house back home with Lynn and my little brother.” 

Tyrn arched her eyebrows at Jaygo. He didn’t share personal 
information often, besides the fact that Lynn had killed his family. 

“Oh, this is the first time I’ve heard you talk about your family. 
What were they like?” 

Jaygo looked up, and a hint of a smile crossed his face. It was the 
first time she had seen Jaygo smile since Ichimaru raided the palace. It 
felt real. 

“My brother Ian was a goofy kid. He had this silly idea that he 
wanted to change the world,” Jaygo said, shaking his head, “I think, had 
he met Mishti, they would have been best friends. He was always 
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tinkering with something.” 

He looked down at her, “Do you have any siblings, Tyrn?” 

“No,” Tyrn said, “Like I said, it’s just Mark and me now.” 

Jaygo blinked, “Of course, I’m sorry. I should have listened 
better.” 

“Tt’s fine,” she said, a sly grin across her face, “I guess you were 
a little... distracted.” 

He looked back up and shook his head, his face still red, “My 
father was a proud man. He tried to live up to my grandfather’s name, no 
small feat when you consider that my grandpa was the Shining Dragon. 
He was stern but, at the same time, gentle. We used to go camping in Lake 
Paozu. He taught me what it meant to be a man.” 

Tyrn nodded, “My father was similar. He’s the one who insisted I 
learn how to shoot. I think had they met, they would have been friends.” 

Jaygo looked down at her, that same smile on his face, “I wish you 
could have met my father. I think he would have liked you.” 

Tyrn smiled. 

He continued, “My mother was so kind, so caring. She always 
worried about my brother and me. She took Lynn and his mother in after 
Lynn’s father abandoned him.” 

“So, is that how you became best friends?” she asked, “You lived 
together?” 

Jaygo shook his head, “Not quite. We were already best friends. 
Honestly, he was like an older brother to me. My grandfather served with 
Lynn’s father in the Unifying War. Grandpa Teru was like a mentor to 
Lynn’s father.” 

“The Shining Dragon,” Tyrn remembered, “Your grandfather died 
in the last battle, right?” 

Jaygo nodded, relaxing again, “Yeah. I don’t remember Grandpa 
Teru well. I was just a toddler when he died. And as for Lynn’s father, I 
think the stress of losing my grandpa right when they won was too much 
for him. One day, he was just gone.” 

“And your mother took in Lynn as a result.” 
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“They didn’t live with us, but they might as well have. We were 
neighbors,” Jaygo explained. 

“Your mother sounds like a wonderful person,” Tyrn said, “More 
compassionate than I ever could be.” 

Jaygo’s smile slowly dropped, “Yeah, she was.” 

Tyrn knew she was losing Jaygo. She was getting too close to bad 
memories. She had to get his mind on something else. 

“My mother was a very controlling woman,” Tyrn said, “But I 
think she had my best interests at heart. She insisted that I learned all the 
manners of a proper woman.” 

Jaygo raised his eyebrows, “A proper woman, what does that 
mean?” 

“Oh, you know,” Tyrn said, as she rested her chin on the back of 
her hands, “Learn to play the piano, sing, how to curtsey and bow. And 
above all else, how to dance.” 

“You, dance?” Jaygo asked, “Really? What kind?” 

“All kinds,” Tyrn said, “From ballet to ballroom. It was going to 
be my major at the university.” 

Jaygo sat back, “I had no idea you danced.” 

Tyrn shrugged, “Not so much anymore. I don’t remember the last 
time I went dancing.” 

“Td pay money to see you dance,” Jaygo said. 

Tyrn smiled at him slyly, “You want to watch me dance?” 

“Why study it, though?” Jaygo asked, changing the subject as he 
shook his head, “Was it just something that your mother forced on you?” 

“You could call it my passion. I don’t care much for singing or 
playing the piano, but I always found my true self when I danced.” 

Jaygo nodded, “It reminds me of something my master used to tell 
me. He always said that your true strength comes from your inner self.” 

“He sounds like a wise man,” Tyrn said, ““When did you last see 
him? You don’t mention him often.” 

“Oh, let’s see,” Jaygo said, thinking, “About five years now, the 
day my parents...” 
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He didn’t finish his sentence. His smile dropped, and he looked 
down. Tyrn cursed herself. She had asked the wrong question. He looked 
so distraught. 

“T’m so sorry, Jaygo,” she said, “I didn’t mean to-” 

He shook his head, “It’s okay. Look, here comes our food. Let’s 
just enjoy that.” 

Their food arrived, and as they ate, Tyrn tried to gauge Jaygo’s 
mood. He just stared at his steak for a couple of seconds before cutting 
into it with vigor. He didn’t say a word as he began eating his food. Tyr 
wasn’t sure what to say. 

“Ts your tilapia good?” he asked her. 

She smiled, grateful that he had broken the silence first, “It is, 
thank you. How about your steak?” 

“It’s as good as I remember,” he paused. “Hey, Tyrn. Where 
would I be able to find you if you’re not at home or with me at work?” 

The question took her off guard. 

“You can find me at the range,” she said, “Or in one of the studios, 
dancing. Other than that, I’d just be at my apartment curled up with a book 
and Mark.” 

“Thanks for letting me know,” Jaygo said, “I know I’ve sucked as 
your Captain. Even worse as your partner. But I'll do better now. If you 
ever find yourself in trouble, don’t hesitate to ask me for help. I'll help 
you however I can. I promise you that.” 

Tyrn blushed and coughed up some tilapia, “Thanks Jaygo.” 

Jaygo was startling when he wasn’t on his manhunt for Lynn. 
Behind all that awkwardness, she could see someone who cared. 

“Sorry if I haven’t been fully there before now,” he said, looking 
into her eyes, “It’s just that, I’ve thought a lot about what you said. I don’t 
want to have a death wish.” 

She had never noticed how soft a brown his eyes were. 

“Tt’s just that his face still haunts me,” Jaygo said, breaking eye 
contact, “How could Lynn, my brother in all but blood, do something so 
horrible? Every time I think about him, I lose control of myself. I become 
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a monster.” 

Tyrn could feel Jaygo struggle with guilt and self-blame. She had 
been there once. Sometimes she was still there. She was so angry, 
confused, and hurt when her parents first died. She wanted to kill the man 
who had murdered her parents. She wanted to let him know how it felt. 

She wandered in darkness until she joined the Company. The 
previous Captain, Hiroshi, had shown her how to move past it. She hoped 
that she could help Jaygo now. 

She reached out and grabbed Jaygo’s hand. He looked at her. His 
eyes were so sad. She wanted to take that pain away. 

She knew that Jaygo was a lot of trouble at times, arrogant, selfish, 
and uncaring, but she always felt that there was something underneath all 
of that bravado. She finally understood why she liked Jaygo. Jaygo was 
like her, his true feelings marred by the unbelievable pain of loss. 

“Tt’s okay, Jaygo. You can let it out.” 

Jaygo exhaled as he tried to control his anger, “Thanks. I’m sorry, 
it’s just, you’re the first person in the Company I’ve ever told. This is why 
I’m broken, why I hate him so much.” 

Tyrn squeezed his hand, “Don’t say that. You’re not broken. 
You’ve just been hurt. But you don’t have to bear it alone. You have 
people around you who still care about you. Let us help you.” 

Jaygo held her hand for a few minutes, not saying a word. 

Tyrn never thought she’d ever see Jaygo be vulnerable. She was 
glad he was finally opening up to her. 

Jaygo let go of her hand, “Thank you, Tyrn. You can’t understand 
how much this means to me. You’re an amazing person, you know that, 
right?” 

Tyrn smiled tenderly back, relieved that Jaygo had regained 
control of himself. Although it was a little strange to see Jaygo so emotive, 
it was better than the strong facade he put on. He made it seem like nothing 
bothered him except Lynn. But she knew better; she sensed there was a 
real Jaygo, a lost Jaygo, that was crying for help. 

“I’m sorry if I ruined your meal,” he said, embarrassed. 
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Tyrn looked at her plate, she had lost her appetite, and her plate 
was still about half full. 

She shook her head, “It’s fine. I’m glad that you finally opened up 
to me.” 

They waited awkwardly for a moment before Jaygo asked for the 
bill. 

“Tt’s on the house, Master Kale,” the waiter said, “We can’t thank 
you enough for what you’ve done for this country.” 

Jaygo was taken aback, surprised at the kindness, “Thanks, Suji. I 
appreciate it. 

“Tt seems everyone around here sees you as the hero you are,” 
Tyrn smiled. 

Jaygo smiled back at her, though it was half-hearted. As they got 
back on his hovercycle, Jaygo said, “Thanks for coming with me tonight, 
Tyrn.” 

“No worries, Jaygo, I enjoyed myself,” Tyrn replied. 

She could see the skepticism across his face. 

“Really?” 

Tyrn grinned, “Well, it wasn’t grand by any measure, but I’m glad 
you asked me to be here with you.” 

Jaygo remained silent as they flew back to Tyrn’s place. As Jaygo 
walked her to the door, she watched how stiffly he moved. Tyrn smiled 
again. It was good to see him unnerved. 

“Well,” Jaygo said, “I guess I'll see you tomorrow.” 

Tyrn smiled, “I guess.” 

Jaygo turned to leave but hesitated. Tyrn was about to walk into 
her house when Jaygo stopped her, “You wouldn’t happen to want to go 
out again sometime this week, would you? We could go dancing?” 

“Sure,” she replied, “that would be nice.” 

Jaygo grinned, “It’ll be a lot cheerier than tonight. A proper date.” 

He jumped back on his hovercycle the moment he mentioned the 
word date and took off. Tyrn stood in her doorway smiling. She liked this 
new Jaygo. 
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